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Foreword 


This book, Of People and Places, Book II, is a sequel or continuation 
of my original book, Of People and Places. For this reason] have included the 
"Foreword," the "American Odyssey Prologue,” and the "American Odyssey" 
in this, Book II, in the same manner as they appear in my original book, Of 
People and Places. 


Our Republic, born in the eighteenth century, had a tumultuous 
childhood and rambunctious youth extending into the nineteenth century. It 
burst into the twentieth century as a young giant marked by a manhood not yet 
mature. 

I love my country -- our Republic. In this -- our third -- century it is 
still a nation in early manhood.! believe we should laud our nation for its great 
achievements. We should ponder, also, and constructively dwell on its 
shortcomings, namely, the shortcomings of the people. The people are the 
Republic. 

This collection of poems is an attempt to call some attention to the 
many facets of our Republic (the People). I do not point the finger in 
accusation; I believe we must examine all foibles and idiosyncrasies -- as well 
as the strengths of our Republic -- to better understand the present in the light 
of the past. This is our best insurance for guidance in the future. It is 
in this spirit that I offer my collection of poems, Of People and Places. 


As people and places I versify 

I have no intent to crucify; 

When you point the finger to vilify, 
Three point at you -- as you decry. 


American Odyssey 
Prologue 


Several hundred years ago, 
man’s world engulfed in moral 
decay prompted man to seek a new way -- 
The American Experiment. 


Believed to be by God’s Decree, 
It is man’s Retreat, his penance 
of time, filled with hope and travail 
as he strives for fulfillment of the Grail -- 
The American Odyssey. 


American Odyssey 


When for these shores brave men set sail, 
in spite of ridicule and scorn, they forged 
ahead with faith and zeal as on new shores 
they sought 
their Grail. 


The Grail, God’s Cup of Love for man, became 
man’s Odyssey for a New Land. A symbol 
of man’s soul, it became his 
salvation in 
earthly role. 


The Cup gave promise of virgin wealth in a 
wilderness few men had seen, and 
they, in faith and awe, 
revered God’s gift in 
manner proud. They, not to lead a wanton life, 
would use New World gift as 
God allowed. 


As the new crusaders grasped 
the Cup of Plenty, so revealed, 
acceptance theirs by Godly will, 
would they be worthy 
of God’s weal? 
The challenge yet to be fulfilled, will they 
rise to meet God’s intent in trusting 
this New World to them to 
conquer for 
man’s destiny? 


As they turn to the work at hand they know their 
task is with them yet. A loving God has 
blessed the odyssey 
man must beget. 


For years they labored and aspired, 
taming wilderness and savage mind, 
till firm allegiance was given to 
their King. 


They regretted 
and as strength emerged... 
in fury they threw off the yoke! 
They marked a milestone in their quest. 


The Cup gripped firmly in national pride, they 
turned with new hope and intent 
to forge a free life 
for all men. 


But, man’s weakness soon prevailed somewhat akin to 
their former fate before they provoked 
a King to be free. Now loose 
Confederation 
boded ill. 
Seeing their quest about to fail they compromised 
both heart and will that their 
life’s purpose should 
prevail. 


As their search took on new hope they turned to the 
Federal scope. Persevering -- they conquered 
raw land and still wild savage mind. 
But, devoted 
to landed gain 
somehow their quest began to fail. 
Life seemed to lose the human touch; 
were they about to lose their Grail! 


The Cup, once seized so hopefully, requires 
purity of mind and deed. Now, as men 
begin to falter, a wide 
breach festered 
in their need. 
The wrath of God was in the offing as 
brave men fought ’gainst 
friend and kin. 


When purged at last by violence they reassembled 
in common bond; with new hope the quest 
went on. Accelerated by new accord 
their Grail 
became the Cup Of Plenty, 
a cornucopia beyond compare. 


Again, man’s response soon grew corrupt as his 
fellow man he transgressed, tightening 
lines of false distinction based 
on color, creed, and 
largess held. 
In the midst of plenty man diverged. In arrogance 
and misplaced fear he claimed 
God’s bounty 
as his own. 


The Cup now loose in feeble grip, the crusade 
faltered as man slipped. Proud island 
held by greedy gain created a 
destructive conflict 
blueprinting 
future tragedy. 


In a sad world, now racked with pain, we strove 
to hold ourselves aloof, but time decreed 
it was Our destiny to play a lead 
in a world of strife. 


When the peace -- precarious -- came 
false prosperity engulfed us in the 
golden, golden "twenties", an era more 
of tinsel 
than of gold. 


As world depression took hold we shunned the Wilsonian 
thrust. With blind greed of acquisition we 
courted false security of isolation 
that soon flared in 
world confrontation -- 
in which we found ourselves fast-caught. 
The Cup within our hand is shaken! 
Is there salvation? 
Is all lost? 


In time, as war clouds are arrested, we 
emerge with the Cup in hand to 
lead a sad, bewildered 
world in new compact to 
save mankind. 


The Cup, still held precariously, though 
filled with largess beyond compare, 
is threatened by false security. 
The gap widens 
as we falter. 
Purity of purpose is suspect, and so, 
today there is some doubt that 
our great trust can now 
prevail. 


As false values of acquisition threaten 
the crusade of the Grail, the Cup entrusted 
to our charge -- God’s gift of love to mankind -- 
becomes a yoke 


of selfish weal. 
Our trust and leadership are challenged. We 
will fail if faulty vision prompts 
greedy acquisition that is 
not symbolic of the 
Grail. 


God handed us the Cup to share, not hoard in 
greed and selfish fear which brings impurity 
of purpose and casts doubt on our sincerity 
to fulfill our 
prescribed destiny. 
Acquisition is God-sanctioned for the crusaders 
-- Godly chosen -- to be the keepers 
of the Grail. 


To keep the Cup we must let go 
in charity and love for man. AGAPE 
-- concern for all mankind -- 
must be our one and worthy goal or 
impure purpose will prevail and the Cup from 
wayward hands will fall as 
we forfeit trust and lose 
the Grail! 


Some leaders, far from Lincolnesque, supplant 
God’s purpose in their selfish quest 
for aggrandizement and pelf, 
usurping God and 


deifying self. 
Man’s faith is shattered by sacrilege. 
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The Cup -- besmirched by tainted hand and mind 
of self-idolatrous men -- may soon 
be lost to all mankind. 
Thus, man’s cause in God is betrayed: Iscariots -- 
futile robots -- betraying God and man for 
their thirty pieces of gold. What 
bitter brew to stain 
God’s Cup! 


Our white temple must now be cleansed or forfeited 
the Cup shall be -- ’less Galahads of God 
prevail and save the crusade of 
the Grail! 
Today, as we 
face new challenge, let’s not surrender to 
despair. The Cup -- although somewhat 
blackened -- is still entrusted 
to our care. 


The Cup, 
symbol of compassion and Godly love for all mankind, 
is the breathing, living spirit of this 
Republic -- yours and mine! 
Here, all men 
of faith and courage are free to 
live -- and to obey; to make mistakes and 
thereby learn to change the error of their way. 
To seek 
in faith and honor for their 
fellow man’s high esteem, the 
Cup remains the shining hope 
of each man’s destiny and dream. 
As we, in faith, pursue the quest, love and justice will prevail. 
The Republic still stands -- and strides on -- 
for fulfillment of the Grail! 


Epilogue: Pending 
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Character 
is integrity personified. 


Age 


How old am I? 

I do not know. 
Life changes with 
its joy and woe. 


You see, I cannot 
count my life in years; 
my life is my deeds, 
my laughter, my tears. 


I’m never a Saint, 

at times a sinner; 
often a loser, 
sometimes a winner. 


Life is worth living. 
Life is for giving. 
Life is for sharing. 
Life is for caring. 


So, how old am I? 

I really don’t know. 
I do grow older; 
that is always so. 


But, I don’t grow OLD, 
and I don’t intend; 

OLD is a Static 

term that means the end. 


Pll not count my years 
as they swiftly mount. 
Only my deeds will 
be worthy of count. 


Artistry of Man’s Soul 


Mortal man -- in God’s Image created -- 
Fully endowed with free will and free choice 
To mold his destiny on this good earth, 

And let his conscience be his guiding voice; 
To draw life’s image in God’s complement, 
To be like God -- for that is God’s intent. 


As man -- in living -- draws his earthly role, 

It reflects the artistry of his soul. 

Brush strokes light, and warm with the human touch, 
Or those of worldly greed and carnal clutch 

Will etch forever in man’s living portrait 

The lines of love and the harsh lines of hate; 

Man is the artist, and he draws his fate. 


As man draws, each stroke leaves its telling mark, 
Be it made in the light or in the dark. 

Good lines and bad blend in sharp perspective 

In the face of man in manner detective. 

The brush strokes of life etched deep in his face; 
The lines of life’s portrait fall into place. 

As man through his years fills the final mold, 

His face is the artistry of his soul. 


Awakening 


When 
I 
learned our 
fantasies 
are 
dreams unslept, 
I 
looked 
down 
and 
wept. 
Memories live 
longer 
than 
dreams. 
Dreams soon fade 
away, 
but 
memories live on 
and 
on, 
not for just a day. 


Beauty 


When all is said and done, 
All beauty is the gift 
Of our devotions. 


Our senses, ev’ry one 
Are vehicles 
Of our emotions; 


That is why 
Beauty lies 
In the eyes 
Of the beholder. 


If nature is 
Offended, 

If hate or harm 
Intended; 


There is no beauty. 


Buck We Pass 


The buck we pass may come to rest 
In some round-file destination; 

But alas! It soon emerges 

In some new prevarication. 


"Bulk Rate" 


Today man is only one of many pieces 
Making up a flow that never ceases. 


Like pieces of mail moving in and out, 
Man is a missive on life’s doubtful route. 


As he is stamped, sorted, and classified; 
Is he "first" or "second class" on life’s ride? 


"Special delivery" or "registered mail"? 
Maybe "insured" or a "dead letter" trail? 


As he’s passed along, might he be "mis-sent" 
Because "wrong address” is his usual bent? 


And if "dead letter" stamp is not his fate, 
Though still alive, does he end up "bulk rate"? 


Deep Runs the River 


The rushing river, on its course, 

Flows gently as it leaves its source. 
With increased speed and turbulence, 
It soon builds up a violence. 

It roars on in unleashed power 

And grows destructive by the hour. 

It leaps its banks, cuts channels deep; 
The once gentle river makes man weep. 
And, as it thunders on to sea, 

It scars the earth for you and me. 


Much like the river, man, as child, 

Starts on life’s course in manner mild. 
But, as he gathers strength and muscle, 
Like the river he starts to tussle. 

As he starts on his doubtful course, 

His surface strength may bring remorse. 
As like the river, beneath the surface, 
He cuts deep channels, often subversive. 
And, as he surges on in reckless life, 
Deep are the many scars of mortal strife. 


As the river runs proudly to the sea, 
Man’s river of life may cut painfully. 


Ex Animo! 


I march to the beat of my heart; 
No drummer need set the pace. 
I love the whole human race. 

I march to the beat of my heart! 


I march to the beat of my heart; 
No drummer need chart my direction 
The whole world merits my affection. 
I march to the beat of my heart! 


I march to the beat of my heart; 

The rhythm of life is the beat 

With which no drummer can compete. 
I march to the beat of my heart! 


I march to the beat of my heart. 
Though the tempo is fast or slow, 
My response is ex animo! 


Faith 


Faith means nothing 

If you don’t have hope, 
Strengthened by charity, 
Not too remote. 


Final Fulfillment 


Moments of ecstasy, 
Days of despair, 
Happiness, happiness, 
Fleeting and rare; 


Ever elusive, 

AS we pursue, 
Moments of happiness, 
Ever so few. 


Joy of the moment 
Pleasures may bring, 
But happiness is 

A terminal thing. 


Joy and despair is 

The journey, with strife; 
Happiness, final 
Fulfillment of life. 


Flowers Are Not Fruit 


The seed takes root; the stem emerges; 
The leaf unfolds; the bud soon surges. 
Then suddenly the bud is flower; 
Bursting beauty, fragrance alluring, 
Soon fades in birth of fruits maturing. 


Seed, root, and stem, the leaf and bud; 
The flower, fleeting in its mission, 
Mirrors growth of man maturing 

By stages in quick transition. 


But man, often, when he flowers 

Is prone to think he’s reached full fruit; 
Mesmerized by flower-beauty, 
Maturity to man is moot. 


Flowers fade and die -- he should not doubt; 
Flowers are not fruit -- he soon finds out. 


Habits 


Habits form from firm endeavor 
Into strong bonds man can’t sever. 
Mark well the habits you may form; 
For good or bad they set your norm. 
If they are bad they soon entwine 
Your soul in deep, evil design. 

The bonds thus formed become a rope 
That strangles every newborn hope. 
Good habits are not ropes that bind; 
Good habits elevate the mind. 

If they are good, they can enshrine 
A life beautiful and sublime. 

Habits -- good or bad -- are forever; 
Bonds you never, never sever. 
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Happiness 


As man is born, somewhat forlorn, 
He enters life uncertain. 

As he grows, it is soon he knows 
That life can oft be hurtin’. 


To find his way is more than play, 
He must not be a craven. 
Man does suffer; there’s no buffer 
To make his life a haven. 


True happiness, one must confess, 
Is something ever fleeting; 

To seek and find, (I must remind), 
Happiness is defeating. 


As man scans and designs his plans, 
Life’s apt to cause some worry -- 
No oasis at frequent places, 

And life is in no hurry. 


The trek is wild; man can be vile, 
And happiness elusive. 

Man can be cruel, and as a rule, 
He’s really quite abusive. 


So now, my friend, as you may yen 
For happiness in living, 

Please keep in mind, life’s oft unkind 
And often unforgiving. 


But be content, (and pay your rent), 
And face life unrelenting; 

For man must grow, as you must know, 
Life’s journey supplementing. 


The joys are brief. There is much grief; 
Happiness we often miss. 

The trip through life is full of strife, 
And therein we find small bliss. 
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Happiness -- no journey gay -- on life’s way, 
It is only aggravation. 

It’s not life’s goal for a happy soul -- 

IT’S A FINAL DESTINATION! 


Hate 


Hate is poison of the mind; 
Destruction is its goal. 

Let it not your heart entwine; 
It will destroy your soul. 


Human Geography 


No man is an island; life is akin 

To out-flowing currents that can’t flow in. 
The fence he builds, as he tries to withdraw, 
Leaves him a husk like a drab yellow straw. 
At least, a man must a peninsula be 
Stretching far into life’s boisterous sea. 

He needs to reach out with the human touch 
For his fellow man whom he owes so much. 
At best an isthmus man must emulate, 
Reaching fellow humans with love -- not hate. 
Man’s concern must be that of agape 

With all his fellow men along life’s way; 
Man’s role -- a paladin in life’s cruel sea, 
Uniting all human geography. 
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It Takes Fire! 


Deep in the river of man’s intellect, 

Rivers of learning lie calm from neglect. 

They stay hidden there, that I do know, 

If man lacks the fire to generate flow. 
(It takes fire!) 


If man would rise to great height, like a mountain, 
The waters of wisdom, deep in man’s fountain, 
Must be fired by desire, deep in man’s soul, 
To bring man to fulfillment of his role. 

(It takes fire!) 


As more than water is needed to make steam, 
It takes more than latent talent -- it would seem -- 
For man to realize and fulfill his dream. 

(It takes fire!) 


Lincoln 


Rock of granite, his craggy facial contour 
Reflecting honesty -- hope for evermore, 
Cracks of humor running in myriad skein, 
Blending reality with the human grain; 

Charity deep within his kind countenance 
Blest with integrity and benevolence, 

Humility etched deeply within each vein, 

Not sadness -- but deep concern for all in pain. 


More than a rock falling to the valley below, 
Leaving a lonesome gap in the mountain side, 
When he fell, struck down by the assassin’s blow, 
Not a rock -- but a whole mountain fell and died. 
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One Great Art 


Some can paint a picture of beauty and appeal; 
Some can build bridges of concrete and of steel. 
Some can perform gracefully in dance or ballet; 
Some sing with merit a song or heartfelt lay. 

All may be artistic in their special talent; 

But there’s one art demanding the most valiant, 
In which man must give and ever be forgiving; 
It is the brave and gentle art of living. 


Survival 


It’s the art of living 

That is the one true art; 
For it means forgiving, 
Forgiving with our heart. 


If the art of living 

We try not to master, 
Life is unforgiving, 

And soon brings disaster. 


If we’re unforgiving, 
With each day’s arrival, 
It’s the end of living; 
Life is mere survival. 
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Whittle, Whistle and Spittle 


My grandpappy had a sharp whittling knife, 
Which helped him to carve a very good life. 
He, also, had his own very fine whistle 

To help offset life’s grim "burr and thistle." 
Whenever he was tempted to lose control, 
He’d get out his knife and shavings would roll. 


To the tune of a lively, sharp whistle, 

He’d hack away each "burr and thistle." 
He wouldn’t fret and he never mooned; 
He’d just whittle, and whistle a merry tune. 


I asked, "Why is your life so serene?" 

He replied, "Son, I try not to be mean. 
When things go wrong, and I get upset, 

I purse my lips and whistle; I don’t fret. 
Some folks start counting from one to ten, 
And then start counting all over again. 


"But, I always find that to let off steam, 

It’s better to whistle -- know what I mean? 
If I have a problem I must ponder, 

I make sure my mind won’t slip and wander. 
I sit myself down and start to whittle; 

I find it will help more than a little." 


As I heard his whistle and watched him whittle, 
(punctuated by a bit of spittle) 

I envied his simple philosophy; 

I cannot whistle or whittle, you see. 


The words and deeds of this philosopher 
Gave me a message -- there was a transfer: 
To whittle means, simply, to chip away 

At the knotty problems we face each day. 
To whistle means when we have a sad task, 
Accept it though one’s face must be a mask. 
As for spittle, well -- ’m noncommittal, 
But, I think, grandpappy would spit a little. 
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Education 
is planned living. 


Computed Lies 


Figures don’t lie, but liars figure; 

As they figure, the lies get bigger. 

They pile statistic on statistic 

In a manner that’s quite sadistic, 

Building blocks stacked column on column 
Till they have an enormous volume. 


As they give me figure fidgets, 
I get lost in all the digits. 

It’s a wise man who can realize 
Statistics may be computed lies. 
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"Cuke" in a Bottle 


A boy, one day, in the garden did spy 

A "cuke" in a bottle; he wondered why. 
His father said, "Son, there’s a lesson here. 
The "cuke" in the bottle is trapped, I fear: 


"As you learn -- as you grow -- from day to day, 
Do you build a trap, or do you fashion a way; 
A way Of life that’s right, I daily pray, 

For a growing mind both in work and play? 


"The ‘cuke’ in the bottle cannot get out. 
That you can see and there is no doubt 
It will wither there and be sure to spoil 
And waste away from its meaningless toil. 


"A ship in a bottle is a ship in jail. 
It may look real but it never will sail 
And won’t feel the thrill of battling a gale. 


"Do you live in a bottle and can’t get out? 

Have you fashioned yourself a trap so stout 

That your life is bound to a narrow fate 

Because you learned too little -- and that too late? 


"As you plan and build, you’d be wise to check: 
Will you become a ‘cuke’ in a bottle neck? 
Will you build your ship in a harbor small 
Where the sea of life is beyond your call? 


"As you wonder today -- my dear young son -- 
Pause -- and remember -- you have just begun. 
Stay alert; stay active; let your life unfold. 
Don’t be a ‘cuke’; study on, reach your goal!" 
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Ever So 


The length of your education, 

I am sure you will find, 

Is less important than its breadth, 
And the length of you life, 

Which cannot be defined, 

Is less important than its depth. ~ 


History Doesn’t Repeat 


History doesn’t repeat like a pendulum 

Slowly swinging forward -- then back in tedium. 
It’s more like a cycle of centuries, tenfold, 

And man’s culture evolves in new way and new mold; 
Not the pendulum with its monotonous swing 

But the full orbit a ceaseless cycle will bring. 

And like a heavenly body in time and space, 

It brings light and fulfillment to the human race. 
Each millennium molds its civilization 

For good or bad in time’s endless revelation. 

The history of man ever goes up or down, 

But it doesn’t repeat -- each cycle goes round. 
Each cycle is unique in its manifestation, 

AS man rises -- or fails -- in his own constellation. 


If 


If as a youth I knew what age could tell 

And, in knowing, heeded and heeded well, 

And from this wisdom of age chose to borrow; 

I would have had less strife and much less sorrow. 
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Inspiration 


Inspiration never comes uninvited to my door; 
The welcome mat of my desire must 
Implore, implore, implore. 


The door opens wide when I push hard in thoughtful query; 
Waiting for it to open I grow 
Weary, weary, weary. 


For inspiration’s light to cross the threshold of my mind, 
I must erase the casement shadows; 
I find, I find, I find. 


Kandy Kitchen Kurriculum 


Pick freely 

On mere whim; 
Bite into it; 

Throw it back. 
Seek not learning, 
But fleshlike flight; 
Flee the inevitable 
Inevitable. 


Choice, vacillating 
Sweet choice 

Made nebulously 

Of the nebulous; 
Nonstructured symbols 
Of sweet complacency. 
Pick your way our 
Insidiously -- 

Or is it cravenly? 
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Light Needs No Noise 


Light needs no noise; it quietly shines, 
Revealing truth, uplifting mankind. 


Noise brings heat without revelation; 
Man’s concern becomes consternation. 


If light of reason can’t penetrate 
The heat of noise -- man can’t relate. 


Reason’s quiet, warm light must prevail, 
Shining brightly throughoutall travail. 


Linchpin 


Christ is our first great teacher on earth, 

And that is true from the time of His Birth. 

The home follows closely if it’s truly a home, 

And not just a house through which we may roam. 
The school exists to give aid to the parent 

To help young minds so they won’t become errant. 
The home is the linchpin that holds all in place; 

If there’s no linchpin -- God help the human race. 
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Neighborhood School 


The first bell rang at a quarter to nine, 
A warning to all to get there on time. 

If you were tardy at the nine o’clock bell, 
You needed a very good story to tell. 


As a rule, we were there at eight or before, 
As soon as the janitor opened the door. 
With balls and bats to the playground we ran 
For fun and games before classes began. 


We were a loyal, well-integrated bunch 

With no special groupings at class time or lunch. 
We studied (?) and played, and gave to each other 
The best of our love as brother to brother. 


There was Micky the Mick and Nicky the Greek; 
Neither one cared how the other might speak. 
And Abie the Jew, whose father bought junk, 
Palled with the fish-eater who would be a monk. 


And Big Steve, the Polack, as strong as an ox, 
Watched over young Hans, and taught him to box. 
And Percy, whose parents came from the Isles, 
Greeted Pierre, the French kid, with cheers and smiles. 


And noisy and loud was Tony the Wop 

Who talked with his hands and never would stop. 
I guess there were others of varying breeds, 

But we cared not a damn ’bout race -- only deeds. 


In the neighborhood school -- of all the studies, 
The greatest of all was that of the "Buddies’; 
For buddies we were, both in class and out, 
And racial taboos we cared not about. 


When the kid from the South, George Washington Brown, 
With his family moved into our town, 

He was made welcome at our neighborhood school 
Where brotherly love was the very first rule. 


The neighborhood school is the natural reflection 
Of all of the neighborhood and its affection. 

The neighborhood school leavened and blended 
A tolerant humanity as God intended. 


So to hell with your fussing and all your bussing, 

Machining of students by threat and by cussing; 

For since man’s beginning, since the day man first breathed 
His culture perished when unnaturally sheathed. 


Sweet Fruits from Bitter Roots 


Hark well, the drudgery of learning! 

Repel rebellion in you burning. 

Mark well! Give rapt attention to learning you resist. 
Oh, bitter roots of ignorance -- but you must persist. 


The light of learning oft lies deep in bitter roots, 

And man, unresponsive, suffers the pain of mutes. 
The agony of doubt -- sheer fear of the unknown; 

But bitter roots yield to studious deeds well sown. 
Then the bitter roots of ignorance, doubt, and fear 
Will soon flower in fruits of wisdom -- sweet and clear. 
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To Teach or Not to Teach? 


*Twas once said: 


"For you who fain would teach, 
The world holds hate in fee; 
For Socrates the hemlock cup, 
For Christ -- Gethsemane!" 


Let this not be your attitude; 
Heed not scorn nor platitude. 
Master well your subject matter; 
Plan well -- avoid the clatter. 


Face every day with tolerance, 
(But don’t forget the recompense.) 
And to stave off idle rumor, 
Always have a sense of humor. 


To you who fain would teach today, 
The world of hate is yours to slay. 
Socrates lives on -- in spite of hate -- 
And Christ -- Master Teacher -- is yours 
To emulate! 


Two Wise Little Boys 


A little boy said to his friend, one day, 

"You come to my house after school to play." 

His friend, with a broad grin, said, "That’s real cool, 
I love to come to your house after school 

Because your mother is always home." 

(Now, isn’t that a nice way to end a poem?) 


Unseen Harvest 


A teacher must have an unseen harvest 

For he knows not how well the seed is sown. 
Still young the seedlings soon leave his guidance, 
And venture out into the world, unknown. 
Transplanted in the garden of life, they 

Are buffeted by life’s trials and temptations. 


How well will they grow through all of the strife? 
Will they be tall and straight as an arrow, 

Or will they be stunted and twisted in 

The harrowed forest of life’s grisly marrow? 
And, as each twig is bent and prone to grow, 
How will the teacher’s molding guidance show? 


When teachers, on occasion, find they can see 
A bit of harvest destined to behold; 

They really know that they helped it to be. 
Oh! What a glorious moment it is 

In every teacher’s life to know that 

In part -- the harvest, now showing, is his. 


And, no matter how rare the occasion, 
When the harvest is no longer unseen, 

I can Say -- without any evasion -- 
There’s a forest of giants in life’s garden; 
Tall, majestic and straight as an arrow; 
And I say it without any pardon. 


Yes -- all of my seedlings, giants ever so strong 
Are reasons that will always remind me 

That even if you search, ever so long, 

A better harvest could never be. 
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Vicinity 


As a boy, in classes, curious, 

I often made my teacher furious; 
Asking questions deemed spurious, 
I didn’t mean to be injurious. 


My geography described each city, 
Including one called vicinity. 

Most, I could locate and recognize; 
But one -- I still know not where it lies. 
And if I searched for infinity 

I still couldn’t find vicinity! 


Some day, when I become a grown man, 
A city I am going to plan. 

I will map it very carefully, 

Just for my teacher and just for me; 

I'll call my city -- VICINITY! 
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Vitamin School 


The garden of learning had blight, apparent; 

Was the seed sterile -- or was the ground barren? 
The gardener tried various stimulations, 

In depth and "watering down" applications. 

But the leaves, still limp on the reluctant vine, 

Gave but feeble response to each new design. 
When they were measured daily on the growth scale 
Some scored low D; but for the most it was Fail. 


Slowly shaking his head in desperation, 

The gardener said, "Plants need motivation! 

The poor growth that these plants have thus far attained 
Must not be revealed -- it would only cause pain 

Which might stifle further interest for growth." 

So he made his decision, though somewhat loath. 


He gave each plant a shot of (vitamin) C 

On achievement scales in place of F or D. 

The plants momentarily raised their weak heads, 
But then soon settled back in their growing beds. 
In frustration the gardener loudly cried, 

"My God! My beautiful plants have nearly died!" 
So, lavishly, he applied more and more Cs, 

But growth of his plants only failed to increase. 


The gardener cried, "They need motivation! 

Maybe I had better give them B ration!" 

So, each plant got a shot of (vitamin) B 

Which brought on a slight stir, but no great flurry. 
The gardener cried, as he "worried his wart," 

"I guess that there is only one last resort." 

He gave them all a shot of (vitamin) A 

And prayed for the best to come on Judgement Day. 


We Hear -- We Don’t Listen 


"Harry," she cried, "Do you hear me?" 
"Oh yes, my Dear -- loud and clearly. 
Your voice surely comes ringing through; 
I can hear ev’ry bit of you." 


My wife says that I can’t remember. 
She shrieks like cold wind in December. 
In conversation I don’t glisten; 

She talks -- I hear -- but I don’t listen. 


Now (as I pause to ruminate), 

That’s why people don’t communicate. 
It really seems like a paradox; 
Inventions have removed all locks. 


Today we have devices galore 

To communicate more than ever before. 
It soon becomes apparent to me 

We talk too much in this society. 


Though we hear, there is some omission; 
We hear words -- but we do not listen. 
Compounding the error that we make, 
We fail to listen and meditate. 


Now, solitude should not be our goal, 
(Though solitude is food for the soul). 
But, as we achieve introspection 
Through meditation and reflection, 
We communicate in our mission 

If -- when we hear -- we also listen. 
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Wisdom of Maturity 


I looked back on my youth -- long gone; 
I wondered what the hell went wrong? 
A verdant youth I was -- no doubt; 

I knew what life was all about. 


Now -- long past the flowering stage, 
I realize I sowed not well; 

My harvest, not that of the sage, 
Had thistles rooted deep in hell! 


Now -- in quiet contemplation, 

The loss of youth was bound to be. 
In spite of youthful expectation, 
Thank God for wisdom of maturity! 
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Humor & Light Verse 


A sense of humor is sanity in balance. 


A Saturated Soliloquy 


Breathes there a man with boozy head 
Who, to himself, forlornly said: 

"I guess I should have stood in bed. 
My head aches; my eyes are burning; 
The room sways and keeps on turning. 
I know my feet are on the floor, 

But where in hell is that damn door? 


"Am I in the right direction? 

Have I the right eye detection? 
Alas! I’m up against a wall! 

It just can’t be the door, at all! 
With hand I grope to find the knob. 
It is enough to make one sob 

And my poor head begins to throb. 


"I guess I will have to, instead, 

Just try to find my way to bed. 

I turn around and feel my way 

To where | think my bed did stay. 

My bed’s not there! It’s with the door! 
I guess I'll just sleep on the floor. 

Oh me! Why is my head so sore? 


"Eight martinis were all I had; 
One of the olives must have been bad." 
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Bit of Humor 


If with wisdom we will blend 
A bit of humor, now and then, 
Even fools will comprehend. 
Then we, the wise, will realize 
It could be wisdom in disguise. 


Computer Confusion 


To err is human, to love, divine; 

But a computer is no valentine. 

So tell me not in confused numbers 

That the computer is "way off its beam," 
Or perhaps the programmer slumbers 
And the numbers are not what they seem. 


Doubt 


If absence makes the heart grow fonder, 
As often I have heard it said, 

Then I will have to pause and ponder: 

Is it for someone else, instead? 
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Food for Thought 


Let’s not panic 
And go all organic 
In our daily diet. 


Let’s be realistic; 
There’s no solution mystic, 
Whether we boil or fry it. 


When we see food 
That seems to intrude, 
Let’s simply not eye it. 


Don’t let temptation 
Cause food provocation; 
Let’s refuse to buy it. 


Don’t need a magician 
To balance your nutrition; 
Let’s be willing to try it. 


But use moderation 
In all food regulation; 


Always try to apply it. 


Let’s not go to extremes, 
And deny all fats and creams, 
And live on rigid fiat. 


-- Appetite’s on probation -- 


Whatever the temptation, 
We must firmly deny it. 
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Foot Direction 


One shoe is quiet; the other one squeaks. 
I know not where the other one goes, 
But I know where the other one seeks. 


Fruitful Advice 


Life is a bowl of cherries, 
But don’t end up in the pits. 
No matter how life varies, 
Don’t let it give you the fits. 


Good Humor 


We need to laugh; we need to cry 
As in this life we live and die. 

If our emotions are suppressed, 
Life is a vacuum at its best. 
Emotions should be fluid flows, 
And honest without pompous pose. 
Good humor is kin to honesty, 
Reflecting our state of reality. 
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Heavenly Heads 


So lucky are the men 
Without any hair, 

Their heads, like heaven, 
Have no parting there. 


Holiday Dyspepsia 


One day in late November, 
(As near as I remember,) 

I stopped for a libation; 

(All day I had been patient.) 

I had three or four -- or more, 
(So much to be thankful for.) 
But soon I became dizzy; 

(My stomach in a tizzy.) 

My steps grew slow and jerky; 
(It must have been the turkey.) 
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I Remember When -- 


As another New Year comes into view, 
I pause to reflect; I always do. 

No -- I will not make resolutions -- 
None weather the year’s convolutions. 
But, looking back, every now and then, 
It seems to me I remember when: 


All jeans were cotton work clothes, 
And they did not have any bows. 

Girls usually wore dresses; 

There was no need for guesses. 

You could tell "Fred" from "Winifred"; 
You looked at the back of the head. 
Toddlers didn’t feel lost or hurt; 

They could always reach mother’s skirt. 


Opportunity wore overalls, 

With no dependence on windfalls. 
Banks opened at 10 A.M.: 

That was true of all of them. 
Whether its "chicken" or "frog", 
Take-out food was for the dog. 


In housework, men were in the way; 
The woman always held full sway. 

If our life was morally right, 

We knew it was socially right. 

We had our Sundays -- no weekends 
And tried to live as God intends. 


We had less cant, and more candor; 
The double talk we did abhor. 
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Miniskirt 


The miniskirt is short and pert, 

But I really must assert 

That, though the skirt is cute and mini, 
It should be worn by someone skinny. 


Man wants but little here below; 

He really is not too demanding. 

But what the miniskirt does show 

Grants him more than less -- not-with-standing! 


Neglected 


Patiently they stand 
in dry 

silence, 

waiting for paired lips 
that shared 

their life. 


As they thirst with hope of a new 
fulfillment 

time passes; 

and they remain just two empty 
and lonely 

cocktail glasses. 
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Numbers 


Two’s a company; three’s a crowd. 
Four on the sidewalk’s not allowed. 
Could it be likely more than three 
Means four or more’s a conspiracy? 


Out of Reach 


When women’s styles tend to reveal 

A great deal more than they conceal, 

Men will applaud what women wear, 
Because of what the styles now bare. 

But babies cry and they feel hurt 

When they can’t reach their mother’s skirt! 
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Pillow Pain 


Are the stars shining bright? 
Are you lonesome tonight? 
As you toss and turn on your pillow? 


In the moon’s golden hue, 
Are you feeling quite blue 
As you hear the owl in the willow? 


Does the chirp of the cricket, 
From the nearby thicket, 
Make you guilty of a peccadillo? 


Does the hum of a car, 
In the distance afar, 
Make you feel there’s one you could "kill, O!" 


Does the constant tick-tock 
Of the tireless clock 
Make your temper begin to billow? 


If this happens to you 
Then it could be true 
You need one more head on your pillow! 


Placebo in My Gazebo 


As | sit in my gazebo 
I take another placebo, 
Hoping it will ease my aching head. 


But if I’m feeling able, 
I reach across the table 
For a small tot of brandy, instead. 


After brandy number four, 
My head is no longer sore, 
And I slowly weave my way to bed. 


At two or three I awake, 
And I begin to shake, 
So I reach for some more placebo. 


I could take more brandy, 
If only some was handy; 
Now just where in hell did it all go? 


Damn it! Why should all this be so? 
I can’t even find the placebo -- 
Damn it! They’re both in the gazebo! 


Popular Paul 


Though popular Paul is a loner in his home town, 
And all who know him often would frown, 

A lovable guy is this man, Paul; 

They even have his picture on the post office wall! 
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Rare Vintage 


When I was young and full of youthful sap, 
I hardly ever took time for a nap. 
(Those were my sweet cider days.) 


When in mid-life the sap began to slow, 
I began to lose my get-up-and-go. 
(Those were my hard cider days.) 


And when my sap of youth was all but spent, 
And my get-up-and-go got up and went, 
(Those were my vinegar days.) 


But I soon found new life along the way, 
And my vinegar days are now passe; 
(There is hope for better days.) 


For though the sap of apple of youth is gone, 
The winy grip of grape of old age is strong. 
(These are my rare vintage days!) 


Rear Vision 


Ladies, in your smooth slacks, so snug, 
The front presents a pretty tug. 

But when I view them from the rear, 
They’re more than snug -- too tight, I fear. 
So I wonder -- Alas! Alack! 

On viewing slacks when there’s no slack! 
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Smile 


So you lost the game 
And may feel blue; 
Why care who’s to blame, 
Here’s what to do: 
SMILE 
We have many 
aches and pains, 
ups 
our and 
downs, 
some days, losses; 
some days, gains 


we 
don’t 
frown. 
When we smile, 
upward 
beam 
faces 
and 
don’t 
droop 
down. 
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Spread of Time 


There was a man named Phinneas; 
Of all men he was skinniest. 

His friends never could point out 
His front or side -- there was doubt. 


One day his friends were surprised; 

He disappeared -- none realized 

He had merely turned aside. 

"Where’s Phinneas?" they all cried. 

"Lost! Lost!" they cried in deep concern; 
Then sighed with joy when back he turned. 


But now, Phinneas, who has grown older, 
Is wider from shoulder to shoulder; 

And his protruding paunch, so apparent, 
Is followed by a bulbous rear, so errant. 


Now, when Phinneas is about to turn, 

His friends no longer show concern; 

For from the front, the rear -- or either side -- 
The spread of time is equally wide. 


Stair or Stare? 


Last night upon 
The stately stair, 

I saw a man 

Who wasn’t there. 


Today, I saw 

That man again; 

The stair was gone, 
But where and when?? 


Could it be that 

It was a Stare, 
And that the stair 
Was never there?? 


Could mine have been 
A glazy gaze 

And that the gaze 
Left me amazed?? 


My vision, I 
Thought, is superb; 
It really makes 

Me quite disturbed. 


For if no stair 
Was ever there, 
That little man 
Hangs in the air! 


Now, vision is 

A precious thing 
To see things right 
And make life sing. 
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Stolid Sam 


His hair is fair; 

There’s plenty there; 

In no place is it thin, 
But, never does he grin. 


His eyes are blue, 

A moustache, too; 

It never needs a trim, 
But, never does he grin. 


His clothes are neat; 

They’re quite complete, 

And he’s entirely within, 

But, I’ve never seen him grin. 


I wonder why 

He doesn’t try 

To smile when he does win. 
At least, he ought to grin. 


But, then, one day 

A lady came his way. 
Sam took one look, 

And he was hooked; 

His head began to spin, 
But, still, he doesn’t grin. 


He liked her style, 

And in a while 

(To put it mild) 

He had to smile. 

Sam took it "on the chin." 
He did much more than grin. 


Sweet Mystery of Life 


Embrace the mystery of life; 
Don’t try to understand it. 

So, too, the mind of your wife; 
Life’s harmony demands it. 


Tragedy ina Rose Garden 


Take time to stop and smell the flowers, 
As often I have heard it said. 

So, one day, after morning showers, 

I stopped before the rose, so red. 


I bent to smell the flower, fragrant, 
A bee flew out in manner, vagrant; 
Buzzed in my face and stung my nose; 
Now my nose is redder than the rose. 


And every time I blow my nose, 
I feel it from my head to toes. 
So now, this lesson I propose: 
There could be danger in a rose. 
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What and How You Say It 


It is what you say and how you Say it; 
So choose each word and carefully weigh it. 


The words you choose when you must communicate 
Must show how you feel -- but not irritate. 


For people in love I think you’ll agree 
It’s best to use the right hyperbole. 


A lad, while gazing on his lady, fair, 
Was moved to hyperbole beyond compare: 


"When I gaze on your dear face -- time stands still." 
For his lady, fair, it was a great thrill. 


But wouldn't it have been a great shock 
If he had said, "Your face would stop a clock"? 


Love 
is being sorry -- 
and doing something about it. 


A Partly Modern Thanksgiving 


Over hill, through the sky, 
To Grandmother’s house we fly, 
To celebrate Thanksgiving Day. 


I know it is a fact 
Our plane will stay on its track; 
It smells turkey and pumpkin pie! 


When we land on the field, 
The field that gave us its yield, 
WE smell turkey and pumpkin pie! 


So we give a big shout 
For what Grandmother’s about; 
It is turkey and pumpkin pie! 


Grandmother cooks from scratch, 


Which no other one can match; 
Old fashioned turkey and pumpkin pie! 
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Choice on St. Patrick’s Day 


St. Patrick’s Day comes once a year 
With all its love and liquid cheer 
And, as we pause to sip and sup, 
Ere I quaff the forbidden cup; 

I'd rather have your love, My Dear. 


Computed Love 


To err is human, to love, divine; 

But a computer is no valentine. 

So tell me not in confused numbers 

Love is a beautiful computer dream, 

For the programmer often slumbers, 
And the numbers are not what they seem. 
And love defies all computation; 

It flowers without reservation. 


Day By Day 


Warm is the Christmas of love in God’s way 
With its warmth of joy and good cheer; 

A time of unselfish giving, day after day; 
Not just a day at the end of the year. 
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Door to Happiness 


The door to happiness 
Must open from within; 
The latch on the inside 
Is where you must begin. 


Within the heart the door 

Is firmly closed and latched, 
Entwined in the heartstrings 
Where it is fast attached. 


If you loose the heartstrings 
With love unqualified, 

The door to happiness -- 
Will open and swing wide. 


Feminine Mystique 


Woman, creature of many faces, 

Seldom wears one man really knows; 

And she artfully reveals herself 

In a wardrobe of many clothes. 

She is a creature of constant doubt, 

But the doubt is man’s, for it is man 

Who rarely knows what she is about. 

Change her -- NEVER! (My advice to man,) 

LOVE HER -- NEVER TRY TO UNDERSTAND! 


52 


Greetings! 


May morning sun rise to meet you, 
And may God’s Love you never lack. 
May all your loving friends greet you, 
And may the wind be at your back. 


Hands of Destiny 


Hands across the table, 
Hands across the sea, 

Hands that rocked the cradle 
Fashioned you and me; 

They are the loving hands 
That rule our destiny. 


Happy Birthday 


Happy birthday to you, dear mother of mine, 

May all joys and blessings your heartstrings entwine. 
You are a Mother without equal or peer; 

To me -- mother darling -- you are very dear. 

For all that I am now -- or ever may be -- 

Reflects so clearly what you’ve done for me. 

And as sure as there’s a heaven above you, 

Dear mother of mine -- I love you -- I love you. 
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How Do I Love You? 


How do I love you? 
I can’t 
count 
the ways; 
there’s not enough numbers 
and 
not 
enough days. 
Let’s forget about ways, 
numbers, 
and 
days; 
our love is a treasure 
beyond 
time 
and 
measure. 

So, My Dear Lady, 

our love’s enduring flow 

will go on forever as 

God wills it so. 
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Loneliness 


In this -- the winter of my discontent -- 

Black is the loneliness of my night. 

And sad are all of my days since you went 
And left the world you had made so bright. 
But, though in this world you walk no longer, 
Your loving me has made me stronger; 
Your gentle spirit -- an eternal tie 
Destroying loneliness in my sky. 


Love 


True love is of the essence, 
Eternal spring of living; 

Of all rewarding lessons, 

It teaches -- the art of giving. 
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Love Is a Many Splintered Thing 


Oh, Riley is a happy soul 

Who always loves the flowing bowl. 

At Muldoon’s Bar he oft held sway; 
Right or wrong -- he would have his say. 
He loved all men; ’tis very true; 

But cross him not -- No! Never do! 


Now, Riley loved the Irish maid 

Who at the organ nightly played. 

And as she played she rolled her eyes, 
But Riley didn’t realize 

That all the boys received her glances. 
But they weren’t taking any chances. 


For Riley claimed the maiden, fair; 
The boys decided to beware, 

And from her throne they stayed aloof 
Or Riley might tear down the roof! 


One night as the maid held court, 

A stranger at the bar -- a sport -- 
Winked at the maid in manner bold, 
And suddenly the place grew cold. 


Riley, turning in manner mad, 

Threw his glass at the brazen lad. 

The stranger ducked; the lights went out, 
And all the boys joined in the bout. 


Muldoon cried, "What a donnybrook; 
Oh! Dear God, I’m afraid to look!" 
But he flicked the back-bar light; 

Lo and behold -- oh, what a sight! 


The stranger hung on the chandelier; 
Riley was quietly sipping beer. 

The maiden, fair, still holding court, 
Rolled her eyes at each fallen sport. 
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It was sad for bartender Muldoon. 
Gazing on broken chairs and spittoon, 
He seemed to mutter (or did he sing?) 
"Love is a many splintered thing." 


Love’s Dilemma 


How do I love you? I can’t count the ways; 

There are not enough numbers and not enough days. 
Let’s forget about days, numbers and ways; 

Our love is a treasure beyond time and measure. 

So, my Dear Lady, as we sip from life’s fount, 

When I kiss you, My Dear, I forget to count. 
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Loving Hands 


I watch as they walk through the quiet park, 
One autumn evening just before dark: 


Arms gently swinging, their fingers entwined, 
Each lingering glance is precious and kind. 
As slowly they continue, hand in hand, 

Their love is outshining their wedding band. 
As they pause in the glow of setting sun, 
Their loving shadows soon become as one. 


Loving Logic 


All the world loves a lover; 
That, no one will ever doubt. 
Thus, a lover I must be, 

Just as I will now point out: 


I’m a lover because I love you, 
And so, you really must love me; 
Because all the world loves a lover 
And you are all the world to me. 
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Marital or Martial? 


The marriage state, I must relate, 
Leaves much to one’s suggestion. 
Of wedded bliss I’d be remiss 

If I did not view with question -- 
Is it marital or martial? 


When man and maid, with plans well-laid, 
Agree to matrimony; 

How sincere each "love" and "dear", 
Could each one be a phony? 

Is it marital or martial? 


Vows quiescent, oft evanescent, 

Deny “until death do us part." 

"For better or worse" could be a curse 
For which very few have heart. 

Is it marital or martial? 


To "share one’s board," in sweet accord, 
May cause indigestion. 

"In sickness and health" requires wealth 
Sometimes beyond question. 

Is it marital or martial? 


The wedding cake two lovers break, 
In ceremony farcical, 

May be symbolic, as they frolic, 
That both to cake are partial. 

Is it marital or martial? 


In retrospect can one detect 

(I hope you won’t be partial), 

This married state of man and mate, 
Is it marital or martial? 


I am inclined (if it must be defined) 
To be not the least bit partial; 
Marriage glorious, to be victorious, 
Must be BOTH marital and martial! 
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Memories 


Memories live longer 

than 

dreams. 

Dreams soon fade away, 
but memories 
live 

on 
and 
on, 
not for just a day. 


Mother’s Menagerie 


Turn backward! Turn backward, O Time in your flight, 
Turn back and make me a child, just for tonight. 

How well I remember my fond childhood days, 

And my dear mother with her many kind ways: 


She had chickens and geese and dogs and cats; 
And quacking ducks, and five noisy brats. 

All neighborhood kids hung around her door; 
She gave love and cookies, and even more. 
When a Knight of the Road marked on our tree, 
Fellow Knights knew the soft touch she could be. 
One or two boarders were part of her flock, 

But mother withstood all trauma and shock. 


Her hair, a radiant halo of white, 

Framed a loving face with a smile so bright. 
Her soft blue eyes, so warm, could turn to steel 
Defending poor kids who got a bad deal. 

A beautiful lady, so patient, so kind; 

A more loving lady you never could find. 
When she died at age of eighty-and-seven, 
God said, "Dear Lady, welcome to Heaven." 
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My Woman 


I’ve had my share of women 
As | traveled down the pike. 
Some of them I loved, 

And some of them I liked. 


REFRAIN: Oh yes -- there is one 
I never will forget, 
For she has that beauty 
Of a very special kind; 
It is that rare beauty 
Of the body and the mind. 


When God created her, 

I’m sure He must have said, 
"Her mold I will retire, 

For she’s enough for all 

To love and to admire." 


REFRAIN: (Repeat) 


And when, at first, I met her, 
She wanted me to stay; 

But I misunderstood, 

So she sent me On my way. 


REFRAIN: (Repeat) 
Once again I hope to meet her 
When I travel down the pike; 
She is the only woman 


I will always love AND like. 


REFRAIN: (Repeat) 
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Open Window 


Love flies in an open window 

Which must be closed before love flies out. 
My heart is that open window, 

May your love close it beyond all doubt. 


Rescue 


Two troubled souls adrift 

on the stormy sea of 
life, 

lonely, 
hurting; 

deprived of loving spouses, 

they seek for solace, 

comfort and love. 


They struggle in life’s crosscurrents. 
A wave of love drives them together 
in an eddy of gentle ripples in 
which they share a common 
bond of hope and love. 


As the sea ceases its cruel battering, 
sheltering waves of love engulf them. 
In their safe harbor of quiet depth, 
they find communion of two souls. 
No longer lost, they struggle no more. 
They become as one with God. 
Their sea is calm. 
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Second Thought 


Last night I sat and reminisced 
About the things in life I missed, 

And when I added up the score, 

I really thought there should be more. 


On second thought, I must confess, 
In this life I’m doubly blest: 

With good health and family, too, 
And -- my dear friends -- I have you. 


Spring Love 


Sleeping earth wakes to warm morning showers; 
Buds are bursting forth in fragrant flowers. 
Lovers, with intense words of inspired rhyme, 
Pledge undying love in apple blossom time. 


Birds are singing in green meadow and glade, 
Pausing, now and then, as they bill and coo. 
And (as always) young love flowers anew 

In the hearts of ev’ry young man and maid. 
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True Love 


True love is of the essence, 
Eternal spring of living; 

Of all rewarding lessons, 

It teaches the art of giving. 


My true love you are, My Dear; 
You give with all your being. 
Your many deeds have no peer; 
My life has much less grieving. 


Why? 


Why might a kitten grow to be a cat? 

Why might a baby grow to be a brat? 

Why might a puppy grow to be a hound? 
These are questions perplexing and profound. 


A cat may prove to be an alley tramp; 

A brat may prove to be a worthless scamp; 
A hound may prove to be a vicious brute; 
By any standards none are very cute. 


Answers lie not in any of the three; 

More likely it’s the fault of you or me. 

We are parent or master -- for whose sake? 
Could it be that SELF-LOVE is our mistake? 


Wisdom of Love 


Young love is kindling, hot and fiercely flaring; 
Though pretty, it’s often a flickering dart. 

The enkindled love will soon die aborning 

’Less fueled by the older and disciplined heart. 
With unquenchable coals of love deeply burning, 
The disciplined heart is much more enduring. 


The kindling of young love strikes a sexual spark. 

It flames intensely, but too late it can see 

Itself consumed in ashes of disenchantment; 

The seasoned, disciplined heart is yet to be. 

When tempered by the wisdom of years it will know 
That you don’t fall, you grow in love; it is so. 


The sexual kindling, though fleetingly pretty, 
Is a fickle flame, constantly recurring, 

And a fast fading flame you cannot retain. 
Alone, it can’t kindle the warmth enduring 
Of love’s deep burning and unquenchable fire 
Only older and disciplined hearts inspire. 
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Yesteryear 


Look back on yesteryear; 
How were we then? 

Was life ever more lovely; 
If so -- how and when? 


Yesteryear, yesteryear, 
Days from our past, 
Though they are gone, 
Our love will always last. 


Oh -- yes, my darling, 
Those wonderful days 
We loved each other 
And we will, always. 


No matter what 

The future may hold, 
The way we love 
Will never grow cold. 


Now -- when we look back 
We have no regret; 

Then our love flowered; 
We'll never forget. 


Nature & Environment 
Nature -- God’s creation; 
Environment -- man’s desecration. 


Ant Hill 


Ants are busy creatures who live in a hill. 
They are highly organized; gridlock is nil. 
Man lives in a city, somewhat like a hill, 

But his is a gridlock; momentum is still. 
Man’s hill is different from that of the ants. 
It is confusion of perpetual chance. 

His life is one of everlasting turmoil, 

Sheer numbers in a gridlock of ceaseless toil. 


Autumn 


Trees bow to the wind as 
They shower their leaves; 

In brilliant patterns, 

Earthly blankets they weave. 


Maple leaves fall in 
A whirling display, 
And cover the ground 
With a colorful veil. 


Whispering leaves hustle 
Across the cold ground, 
But they fail to sail 

When the wind dies down. 


Corn shocks, and pumpkins, 
And rides in the hay 

Where happy children 

Sing along the way. 


Wild geese honk southward 
In unerring flight, 

And goiden harvest 

Moon shines warm and bright. 


Nature’s artistry 
Is awe-inspiring; 
It brings new hope 
And new aspiring. 


Autumn is the time we 

Reflect in thanksgiving; 
Autumn is the glorious 

Season Of living. 


Our mental fences 
Are mended; 

The summer hiatus 
Has ended. 
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Awakening 


Icebound 
streams are breaking 
free as snow plows relax 
in their sheds and the open road 
beckons. 


Conflict 


Busy 

bees 

and 
humming 
birds 
vie 
for 

honeysuckle 
blossoms. 
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Down a Country Lane 


The lane from the old barn led down to the wood 
Where, stately and tall, the great cottonwood stood. 
As I gazed down the lane in green, brightly dressed; 
Except down the center it wore a brown vest 

Made by slow-moving cattle plodding up to the yard, 
Herded by a freckle-faced boy with collie on guard. 
I stood in sweet silence -- my mind in a roar 

With memories of that lane from days of yore. 

As I strode down the lane my thoughts grew bucolic, 
Retracing my steps where I used to frolic: 


My gaze went searching to the end of the lane 

Where the old "Can’t Sag" gate sagged, as in pain. 

I pushed open the gate with its still friendly squeak 

Of days of my youth when the errant cattle I’d seek. 

I ambled through the pasture of lush, green grass, 
Living over once more the scenes of my past; 

I dropped to the hillock where I would wait for Ol’ Red 
To round up the cows and head them up lane to the shed. 
I recall -- I’d loiter to the wooded nook, 

Where I’d lie on the bank of the babbling brook; 
Daydreaming, I’d flow with the brook out to sea 

Where adventure and danger waited for me. 
Suddenly a sharp bark would break my reverie; 

Or Red would be calling -- impatient was he. 

I would jump to my feet and scamper up the slope 
Where OP Red had the cattle up the lane ona lope. 


Now, many years later, I stand in the nook; 

I drop to the bank of that still babbling brook. 
Memory takes me back to days long ago -- 

I gaze in the brook and its waters’ swift flow. 
Again -- in memory -- I’m swept out to sea; 

I dream, once more, of boyhood days so free. 


Suddenly, the mood is broken -- "Did I hear a bark? 

Was it Ol’ Red again calling me to toe the mark?" 

As I rose with a sigh, and up the lane I plodded, 

I’ll swear Ol’ Red stood there, and with approval -- nodded. 
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Elegy to the 4th 


No bugle’s blare, no roll of drums, 
No cry on the street: "Here she comes!" 


Business as usual is the rule, 

No band parading from the school. 
No time for friends to stop and greet 
As they hurry along the street. 


Now, no gathering in the park 

Where young and old played ’til dark; 
And where the honored speaker spoke 
Of freedom from the British yoke. 


Now, no three-legged race or game 
For the children to win some fame; 
No brass band in the park bandstand 
That always got a great big hand. 


No dinners in the open air 

With ice cream and cake on the fare; 
No ball game with the local team 
Vying for the home fans’ esteem. 


No doubtful games of chance or skill 
Where the folks could gamble at will; 
Now, no dance on the village square; 
(Every swain and his girl were there.) 


Oh yes, there are fireworks today 

In a structured commercial way. 

But not like in the days of old 

When fireworks were more freely sold. 


We also had them later at night 
Making the sky noisy and bright. 
We left the park in happy mood, 
Our loyalty and faith renewed. 


Once -- each village in the nation 
Held a July 4th celebration. 

Now, we ruminate with a sigh, 
"What happened to the 4th of July?" 
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Escape 


Just a cottage small, 
It didn’t have a hall, 
Nor a white picket fence around it. 


Just a cottage small, 
With no inner wall, 
A mortgage was all that bound it. 


Just a cottage small, 
In a weed patch, tall; 
A wonder we ever found it. 


Just a cottage small, 
Quite beyond one’s call, 
Naught but silence did surround it. 


Just a cottage small, 
But beyond life’s pall, 
Where we live in peace -- unhounded. 


False Lover’ 


False Lover! Your nomadic urge revealed, 

I clung to your euphoric fidelity, 

A pillar of supreme vitality. 

But, alas! "Neath your cosmetic sorcery, 
Your spine was weak -- fragile as it could be; 
Ribbed with fissured faults as now all can see, 
Spidery, web-like frame of fragility, 

Shifting and shaking precariously. 

Your cloak now rent in grim reality, 

You lie exposed, trembling intermittently. 

I -- betrayed by your siren serenity -- 

Cling to your shattered face despairingly. 


‘California, February 9, 1971, 6:00 a.m. 
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Fences 


Good fences have a gate 

So neighbors can communicate. 

Fence not friendship in or out, 

For that’s what life is all about. 

If we keep friendship at high peak, 
The hinges on life’s gate won’t squeak. 


Flight of Fancy 


Black ’gainst the sky thy fly in fluid flight, 
True messengers of winter’s arrival; 

Like disciplined kites they soar through the night, 
And leave me to my wintry survival. 

If I could fly like graceful geese on wing, 

Id fly high in the sky whene’er I could; 

And find the freedom that the sky would bring 
To swift, precise flight of winged brotherhood. 
I’d honk in bold voice as geese often will 

And to cold winter I’d bid my adieu. 

For of frosty weather I’ve had my fill; 

So, with increased speed I'd fly out of view; 
And southward I would fly from winter’s sting, 
And not return till very late some spring. 
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Fulfillment 
(Bob’s Back Forty) 


Happy the man whose inner yearning 

Finds comfort in his own back yard, 

Contentment in his own spurning -- 
Of the avant-garde. 


Midst flowers and trees, and birds and bees, 
Gardens supplying his daily needs; 
In health of body and mind at ease -- 

In simple deeds. 


At night, quiet study, sleep profound, 
Combine to bring new aspiration; 
Satisfaction and joy abound -- 

In meditation. 


Blest in a silence that loudly speaks, 

With fulfillment in his native sod, 

Far from the mainstream of life, he seeks -- 
And finds God. 


Thus, in contentment let me live, 

And unlamented let me die; 

Depart this life, and may all forgive -- 
But don’t cry. 
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God’s Paint Brush 


As I rest in the twilight of day’s fading glow, 

I gaze out of my window at soft falling snow. 

The snow is quiet as it touches the ground. 

And lays a deep white mantle without any sound. 


And when the wind begins to whistle and blow, 
The driving snow, as it falls, whips to-and-fro. 
Soon, it becomes a wild and raging blizzard 
That changes the landscape as if by a wizard. 


And when the wind howls down my fireside stack, 
The flaming heat of my fire chases it back. 

Then my room radiates a warmth and a charm 
While | relax in comfort from the storm’s harm. 


As my fire’s warm crackle tells me it’s still there, 

I continue to rock in my old rocking chair. 

Before I drift off to sleep, through my window I view 

A fairy landscape only God’s paintbrush could do: 
Picturesque and glistening marshmallow white mounds 
With tall trees and trim bushes in white evening gowns. 
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"Higherwater" 


Should you ask me why the rumbling, 
Why the threatening turbulence, 
With its apparent imminence, 

And surging waters madly tumbling; 
With mighty waves so fastly cresting, 
And whirlpools so white and foaming, 
With its shoreline roughly roaming, 
And its banks slowly divesting, 

I shall warn you -- "Higherwater." 


From snows of mountain passes, 
From hills and high plains, flaunting 
Waves leaping, lashing, taunting, 
Multiplying frothy masses; 

Merging in a wild crescendo 

Of awesome and surging power 

That grows and threatens by the hour; 
More than raucous innuendo, 

I shall warn you -- "Higherwater." 


Sweeping, spreading, inundating 
Disappearing banks and bridges, 
Never heeding limiting digits; 
Flowing onward, unabating, 
Hungrily its course pursuing 

Over dam and sandbar barrier, 
Ruthless, devastating harrier, 
Vengeance on man’s wanton wooing; 
I shall warn you -- "Higherwater." 


The angry river’s unleashed power, 
Fed by its surging sons and daughters, 
Is unrelenting in ev’ry hour; 

An unforgiving "Father of Waters" 

Is Nature’s vengeance -- "Higherwater." 
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Hilltop 


fe) 
tp 
hill 
and tired 
and lonesome, 
bleak, faceless, 
to an Otherwise dull, 
and gave life and beauty 
marched up that mountainside 
ever tall and stately evergreens 
Like soldiers, in precise formation, 


I Love Sunday 


I love Sunday; 

It’s quiet, friendly. 
Greetings are different 
Than on Monday. 


People don’t worry. 
They are relaxed. 
They have more time; 
There is no hurry. 


Cars are not aimed 
When you cross streets; 
You will make it 

And not be lamed. 


The rhythm of traffic 

Is smooth and serene. 
People are almost human 
On the Sunday scene. 


I LOVE SUNDAY. 
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Inevitable 


Our lives, 
like leaves falling 
in graceful gyrations, 
embrace the ground in our earthly 
demise. 


It Must Be Spring 


The 
fragrance 


through my window 
and 
teases my 
sleep. 
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Magic of Spring 


A spring breeze 
And the old gnarled apple tree 
Combine 
In a beautiful pageantry. 
As down through the air, 
In soft 
And 
Graceful gyrations, 
Flake-like petals 
Twist 
In 
Wintry imitation, 
Lacing newly green grass 
In pink and white; 
A fragile contrast 
And a beautiful sight, 
Anticipating 
The magic 
Of spring 
At its height. 


Meditation in My Milpa 


Today I ponder -- while I wander 

My garden of quiet seclusion. 

As I walk, each tall and graceful stalk 
Softly communes without intrusion. 


Leaves gently rustle (there’s no hustle), 
As my mind explores every question. 
They whisper softly, never lofty, 

As they subtly offer suggestion. 


I feel composed as I stroll the rows, 
Each one intimately adjacent. 

Not helter-skelter, they give shelter 
In my cool milpa meditation. 


My Block 


I never like to knock my block, 

And, when I went off my block, 

I thought that I would find more shock. 
But, I need not leave my block, 
Because on mine there is more shock. 
Look homeward, Angel; take stock. 
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New Birth 
Rain 


softly 
gives new birth 
toa 


falling 


thirsty 
earth. 


No Shangri-La 


One day in fantasy I found 

A lovely land beyond compare. 
There were no crippled children, 
And all seemed happy playing there. 


There was no poverty or slum, 
No crime, no jail, and no police; 
No sickness, hospital or tears; 
All was tranquility and peace. 


It must be fantasy, I cried: 

In this land no one could compete. 
And one could win no victory here, 
For there is nothing to defeat. 


And no real friends could ever be, 

For friendship blossoms best with tears; 
The chill winds of adversity 

Bring it full flower with the years. 


And there could be no character; 
From struggle it needs to borrow; 
And lasting joy could never be 
Because there could be no sorrow. 
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November 


In November’s dark clouds 
And threat of snow, 

And cold relentless winds 
That daily blow, 

The homeless people scurry 
For a place to go. 


They seek for shelter 
From their daily woe; 
May they find warmth 
And comfort like I know; 
I offer prayers to God 

It will be so. 
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Old Granddad Bluff 


Just east of the city 

In calm and quiet grandeur, 
You'll find Old Granddad Bluff 
Rising in majestic allure. 


Rising high in the sky, 
Coulees caressing its base, 
Old Granddad’s a buffer 
Against the city’s fast pace. 


We would climb to its crest 

In college days -- now long gone -- 
To seek peace and to rest 

When all things seemed to go wrong. 


Gazing over the city, 

And its now serene beauty 
(’Gainst the "Father of Waters"), 
We'd forget cares and duty. 


It was up on Old Granddad 
That we found comfort and love; 
Where we felt closer to God 
And Heaven’s promise above. 


P and W 


As little boys 
We used to play 
In the junkyard 
Across the way. 


Pieces of glass 

And old tin pans, 
Broken bottles 

And half-crushed cans; 


Pipes, long and short, 
Rods and wheels, galore; 
Twisted channels 

And even more; 


We fashioned things 
In odd design, 

And found old wire 
To twist and bind. 


When we finished, 

The acid test 

Was who made a 
Design most grotesque. 


Our P and W 

-- Of junk design -- 
Was more beautiful 
Than that you find 


In public park 

Or civil square. 
Now -- how in hell 
Did it get there? 


Surely, the maker 
Needs little skill 
To bend and weld 
At whim or will. 
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To screw up pipe 
And plate with poise 
Is play and fun 

For little boys. 


We put together, 
Took some apart; 
Plumbing and Welding 
We never called art. 


Patience of Nature 


Slowly, I stroll in my garden, 
Watching each virginal bud; 
Waiting for its fulfillment, 
Hoping it will not be a dud. 


Each waits to burst in full flower 
With fragrance and beauty so rare. 
And they waited for hour on hour, 
Each hoping to be the most fair. 


I watched them quietly waiting 
To achieve their destiny. 
To me -- here is a lesson 
In patience; I hope you agree. 


(Haiku) 


Revived snowmobiles 
Break into raucous scolding 
And scar white hillsides. 


Sad But True 


Mother Nature you may use. 
Mother Nature you may abuse, 

But this much I am sure you know: 
To conquer her? The answer’s "NO!" 


Splendor of the Night 


The splendor of all is the night, 
When I lie down to sleep; 

Under a blanket of stars so bright, 
My sleep is warm and deep. 
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Spring Snow 


One morning through my kitchen window I, by chance, 
On the beauty of God’s bounty pleasingly glanced. 

The grass, renewingly green, was laced pink and white, 
A fragile contrast making a beautiful sight. 

While down through the air in soft, graceful gyration 
Flake-like petals twisted in wintry imitation; 
Embracing the earth with a mantle reminiscent 

Of a winter now gone -- but more iridescent. 


Summer 


Summer begins in June. It never comes too soon; 
Twentieth day of June, first night of summer moon. 
Birds and bees at ease; mating no longer waiting. 
From nearby thicket you hear the chirping cricket. 


We forget about school; need not follow a rule. 
Pools are in full action, bringing satisfaction. 
Also, within our reach is a day at the beach. 
Many take to the surf, avoiding the hot turf. 


As the weather gets hot, we wear less than we’ve got. 
Air conditioners’ force vies with the days’ course. 
Barbecues are in style; we leave the house for awhile. 


Baseball weather is here; time to cheer and sip beer. 
July 4th is at hand, a parade with big band. 
Fireworks in the park; hard to wait until dark. 


Growing season is here; corn shoots high in full ear. 
Land, vibrant with power, brings full leaf and flower. 
Plants properly nourished, abundantly flourished. 
Earth has opened its womb; the land is in full bloom. 


Winter and spring impotent, looking back’s verboten. 
Don’t forget vacations with friends and relations. 

As they demand their toll, they may strain your bank roll. 
Vacation days must end sooner than you intend. 
Summer’s last day is nigh; I am wondering why. 


It’s time to remember we are into September. 


For some school bells will ring, ending summer’s final fling. 
For all, back to the grind. Thank God, the summer’s been fine! 
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This Is the City 


City proud -- regal queen of neon splendor, 
Flashy facade, blaring carnival vendor; 

Each glittering spire brazenly skyward shoots, 
Hiding crass, cancerous, and pernicious roots. 


And like a rug beneath which all filth is swept, 
The gleaming skyline, a deceiving concept 
Cloaking man’s double standard -- it’s not pretty; 
But inexorably -- this is the city! 


Vale of Never-Never 


The old logging road wandered -- free -- 
Carelessly without decree. 

Irresistible -- it seemed to beckon; 

I followed a mile -- or more, I reckon -- 
Down the old road still faintly rutted, 
Beneath soft turf that upward jutted, 
To a valley warmly sequestered 

In a wood still unfestered 

By man’s thoughtless indiscretion, 

By man’s ruthless transgression. 


The vale, a virginal half-acre, 

Still reflected its Divine Maker; 

Quiet beauty, peaceful, wild, 

Pristine nature undefiled; 

On this ground where few had trod 

I felt a presence -- as of God. 

Here in peace, in silence loud, 

I stood in reverence -- with head bowed. 
But, I am trapped in life’s demanding quest, 
And there is much to do before I rest. 


Walk Quietly into the Night 


Walk quietly into the night, 

Sanctuary -- blessed relief. 

Shed there the shroud of daily grief, 
Night’s dark warmth a kindlier wreath. 
(The night is more than aconite.) 


Walk quietly into the night, 

Shun day’s glare and cacophony. 

Man, trapped in endless puppetry, 

Moves machine-like more than the machine. 
(The night gives more than brief delight.) 


Walk quietly into the night: 

Soft mantle like a cloak of down, 

Sweet refuge from day’s deadly crown, 

A haven from day’s ceaseless pound. 
(Night -- healing comfort for day’s blight.) 


Walk quietly in brave composure; 
Accept God’s will in life’s exposure. 
Be not a coward in the strife; 
Return -- renewed -- to daily life. 
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Winter Witchery 


Silence of snow falling 
softly, 
deep 
and white, 
shining stars twinkling so bright 
they bring a glistening glow 
to the 
quiet 
snow, 
and give a feeling of delight 
in serene meditation that 
the 
world 
is all right 
witchery of a winter night. 


Winter Wonder 


One night 

through my window, 
by chance, 

on God’s beauty 
pleasingly glanced. 
The ground, 

mantle of sparkling white, 
enhanced 

by rays of 

brilliant moonlight, 
gave 

diamond-like glow 
to the night, 

and warmth to 

the slumbering earth 
that brought 

a feeling of peace 
and worth. 
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Religion 
A religion that man fully understands -- 
Is not adequate. 


A Grave Debate 


When I die, no flowers, please; 
May your prayers honor my decease: 


I recall a scene in Flanders Field 
When food was placed upon a grave 
Which may have momentarily healed 
A father trying to be brave. 


I placed flowers on a friend’s mound 

In manner solemn and profound. 

Then I asked, "When will your son come 
To eat the food you endower?" 


He replied, "The same time your friend 

Will come to smell the flower. 

And, oh, dear friend, why do you brood? 

By the grace of my God’s Great Powers, 

My son will come to eat the food 

When your friend comes to smell the flowers." 


Then to him I quickly replied, 

"Our dead won’t come back to this clime, 
For only God’s Grace can decide 

Now, or at any other time. 

Life’s just a journey that must end; 
There is no return visitation. 

And you and I must comprehend 

Life’s not our final destination." 


So, my dear children, please take heed, 
Flowers on my grave I don’t need. 

If placing them there pleases you 

Do so, but pray, pray for me, too. 


a la St. Francis of Assisi 


Lord, may we ever strive for peace. 

May our love for You never cease. 

Where there is hatred let us sow love, 

A love that pleases You, Dear Lord, above. 


Where there is injury and doubt, 

May faith and pardon wipe it out. 

Where there is sadness, darkness, and despair; 
May we bring joy, hope, light and loving care. 


Dear God, may we seek to console; 
Concern for others our life’s role. 
And, as we try to understand, 
Forgive flaws in our fellow man. 


As we love, may we seek to love; 
Your kind of love, Dear Lord, above. 


May we give all and not deceive; 

In giving we will find reprieve. 

When we pardon we’ll feel relief 

From our misdeeds that have caused grief. 


Oh, God! We know dying is not the end; 
It is the beginning as You intend. 

Our life is a journey of salvation; 

It is not our final destination. 


As we Strive for a world of peace, 
May love for mankind never cease. 
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A Vital Force 


For man at birth there is a dearth 
Of wisdom reassuring. 

As he grows man may not know 
If life is worth enduring. 


When man’s in doubt, he casts about 
For knowledge gratifying, 

And he soon learns, in his concerns, 
Knowledge is qualifying. 


There’s another force, on life’s course, 
That has no limitation. 

It is man’s faith -- the vital force -- 
Which is man’s true salvation. 


Destiny 


"One thief was saved; let no one despair. 
One thief was lost; let no one presume." 
No matter how in this life we fair, 

We (not God) will determine our doom. 
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Deus Vult 


It’s a bitter pill we swallow, 
Fleeting, sugar-coated pleasure. 
As we abort both mind and body 
Our life loses mean and measure. 


As we forfeit all possessions, 
Did we ever possess the Grail? 
In arrogance of ignorance -- 
Were our efforts of no avail? 


Man’s constant search for fulfillment 
Is not easy to realize. 

Did we ever possess the Grail 

In this -- our earthly paradise? 


The searching is of the essence; 
The goal not easy to attain. 
The Grail signifies perfection 
Requiring sacrifice and pain. 


And the acid test of living 

Is in the search and how we live; 
The Grail we seek -- not by taking -- 
But by the way we choose to give. 


No matter who or what we are, 
And no matter the creed or cult; 
The Grail we seek can be ours 
Only if it is DEUS VULT. 


Faith o’ the Irish 


God 
gave 
the 
Irish 
a 
heavy 
cross. 

He knew their faith was fast and strong. 
In spite of famine, death and torture, 
their 
faith 
lives 
onan 
on, for 
ever- 
more, 
in 
deed 
and 
song. 
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Final Reward 


In the days of wine and roses 

When life is all sunshine and light, 
We tend to forget God’s providence 
Until adversity makes it strike. 


But in our misfortunes we know 
God’s love is no idle boast, 

For the misfortunes of Calvary 
Show us that God loves us most. 


In our adversity we sought 

Right solutions and we cried. 

But the healing presence of Christ 
Made us see we are the weak 

For whom Jesus suffered and died. 


As the bitterness of Christ’s death 
Becomes the glory of Easter week, 
We are called to carry our cross 
As the road to salvation we seek. 


The cross we are called to bear 

Will lead to our final reward 

On that road to salvation 

And our triumph -- with Christ, the Lord. 
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God’s Anvil 


No matter how man’s 
hammers 
pound, 
God’s Anvil will 
always 
stand. 
However man pounds 
air 
and 
ground, 
God’s Anvil will 
hold 
command. 


Heritage 


Christ gave His Life 
For man to live; 

No greater gift 
Could man e’er give. 


Heritage of love 
Bequeathed to man; 
From God above, 
His Divine Plan. 
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Life’s Deck 


I may not like the way life’s cards 
are 
shuffled, 
But I will take the hand I’m 
dealt 
each day; 
As through this life I will 
go 
unruffled 
And trust God’s Hand to call 
the 
final play. 


Loving Teacher 


Day and night -- throughout our life -- 
In each and ev’ry way, 
Whether it be joy or strife, 
Or it be work or play; 

For ev’ry living creature, 

In nature’s grand display, 
There is one loving teacher 
Who lives in us each day: 
Listens to us when we pray; 
Knows when our faith falters; 
Yet loves us in ev’ry way -- 
Not only at the altars. 
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My Daily Prayer 


May I be moderate, I pray, 
In all my appetites; 

May I be not idle, I pray 

In body or in mind; 

May I be forgiving, I pray, 
And give love to all mankind. 
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On Whose Side? 


Is God on my side -- or did He die? 

Life has been so insecure. 

The flood-ravaged land, an earthquake at hand; 
It’s more than I can endure. 


Riots and wars, lawbreakers by scores, 

All society sick to the soul. 

Where is God in my need? Why doesn’t He heed 
And save me -- isn’t that His role? 


Oh God! Heed my cry as with life I vie; 
Or is it true You are dead? 

Many people say so -- I really don’t know; 
My faith, seemingly, has fled. 


God! Are You on my side? I’ve prayed and I’ve cried; 
Why don’t You answer my call? 

Oh God! Why don’t You speak? My faith grows weak; 
You're not on my side, at all. 


Then, in my despair, God answered my prayer; 
An angel’s voice rang out, loud and clear: 
"Listen, dear soul, you’re not living your role; 
Without faith you are living in fear." 


"Is God on your side? You’ve pleaded and cried, 
A creature with faith running shallow, 

Such a query -- no matter how weary -- 

Marks you as being quite hollow." 


"Your question is wrong; if your faith is strong, 
You'll find it easy to decide 

That for man’s destiny there only can be 

This question: Are you on God’s side?" 
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Plus Sign 


Today, outlined against the sky, 

I saw a steeple reaching high, 

Crowned by a cross with arms outspread, 
Majestic -- high column -- overhead. 


True vehicle of man’s mission, 
Man’s cross in earthly contrition, 
Carried bravely as God assigned, 
It is a plus sign for all mankind. 


Quo Vadis? 


Genes of your forefathers 
set 

the pace 

of the time you spend in 
this human race. 

It’s not the years as 

they swiftly 

mount; 

only your deeds are 
worthy of 

count. 

Husband your talents and 
use them well 

as you fashion your way to 
Heaven 

or Hell. 
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Rain 


Whether it be valley, hill or plain 

All have need of sun and rain; 

God’s Holy Water blessing the earth, 
Giving to man’s needs new birth. 


Reply to a Voice from the Grave 


In a Boston Common graveyard 
As I strolled in meditation, 

I spied a stone standing alone 
And bearing this information: 


"Stop here my friend as you pass by, 
As you are now So once was I. 

As I am now so you must be; 
Prepare for death and follow me." 


At first, I thought what good advice 
From this voice now beyond the grave. 
But then | paused -- and with just cause -- 
And this was the reply I gave: 


Before I give my full consent, 

I want to know which way you went. 
Did you go up? Did you go down? 
Were you hell or heaven bound? 

If you were hell -- not heaven bent -- 
To follow you, I can’t consent. 
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"70 x 7" 


When we forgive our fellow man 
We are following God’s Plan. 

If we have ever been abused, 
There is a right path to choose: 


Accept insult with dignity. 

Turn the other cheek in humility, 
And, to earn our way to Heaven, 
Follow God’s Plan, "70 x 7." 


Soul 


I am the master of my fate; 

God is the master of my soul. 

I choose to love or choose to hate, 
But God evaluates each role. 


I’m free to do whate’er I will; 

To bind and heal, to bruise and kill. 
But as I make each self-willed choice, 
If I heed not God’s guiding voice, 

To what avail my earthly role; 

If I lose God -- I lose my soul. 
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Tassels 


Numbers 15:38, 
Of the Bible I invoke; 

The passage that does indicate 
We need more tassels on our cloak. 
The reason is in the line 
Of Numbers 15 and 39. 


Thank God 


If you can’t sleep, 
thank 
God 
you are awake. 
Whether you breathe 
asleep 
or 
awake, 
thank God for every 
breath 
you 
take. 
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Way of the Lord 


The way of the Lord is wondrous wise; 
Our hardships may be blessings in disguise. 


Burdens we carry may grow with the years; 
Faith will prevail, if we yield not to tears. 


God’s demands are heavy -- we must realize, 
But the way of the Lord is wondrous wise. 


If He closes one door -- He opens another; 
Our faith will tell us one from the other. 


We find new hope and new aspirations, 
Promise for all in God’s revelations. 


And when prone to doubt -- we must realize 
The way of the Lord is wondrous wise. 
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Where’s Heaven? 


Is heaven above! Is it below! 
At times, I wonder if I really know: 


When I look upward at the azure blue skies, 

The errant cream puff white clouds of endless size, 
With blending ranges of shadowy black and 
Majestic mountains that undulatingly rise; 

I am sure heavens’s above! It can’t be down! 

I’m certain it could never be earthly bound. 


Worldly Goods 


All worldly goods that we possess 
Are blessings of the Lord; 

Not to keep -- but at His behest 
To share, and not to hoard. 
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